88                  A DIGIT OF THE MOON:

you with my wings. But the lotus answered; I
get sleep from the night, not from you. Try again.

Then the bee in despair flew away, crying aloud:
What in the world can this niggardly and capricious
lotus want of me ? And as fate would have it, his
cry was overheard by an old hermit, who lived in
the forest, and knew the language of all beasts and
birds. And he called to the bee, and said : O thou
dull-witted bee, this is what the lotus wants; and
he told him Then the bee was delighted, and flew
away to the lotus, and gave her what she wanted.
And she opened her flower, and he went in and
stole her nectar.

Now tell me, Princess, what did the bee give the
lotus? And Rasak6sha ceased. And the Princess
blushede, and said : He gave her a kiss.

And when she had spoken, she rose up and went
out, without looking at the King> and the King's
heart went with her, But the King and Rasakdsha
returned to their own apartments,

* This is not a strict translation. Hindoo ladies, as far
as my experience goes, do not blush: they 'exhibit shame.'
But as the emotion is dearly the same, I have employed the
English equivalent.